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	1. the cub of aslan leona

**_Sue me for writing yet another fanfic. I can't help myself, guys, honestly I can't. I have so many ideas -sighs- this one might not be uploaded as much. This FF is for when I'm bored of my main stories but I will update two or three more chapters within the week so, I don't leave it completely bare. Have some patience, if I get anything wrong. I'm not an expert on everything Narnia. _**

**_I do not own anything other then my OC's. _**

**_If you see any errors, I apologize. _**

**_Please, enjoy!_**

* * *

><p>Leona gazed intently at the fire flickering in front of her. Bitter air nipped at her exposed skin but the golden-haired teenager paid no mind to the winter chill. Not when she had a massive beast cocooning her with warm from his fur and golden mane. It was one of those days where Leona was surprised by her father. She had been wandering the outer edges of Narnia when she felt her father's presence nearby. Leona hadn't seen her father since he had told her that she would be living in a different realm for an important quest.<p>

That was over a year ago.

She had been glad to see her father, relieved even. She was sure that no one else knew of his return, but that had been days ago, and even thought Leona knew time back in temporary home did not move, she knew her father would vanish once more and she would have to return back to her realm.

"Such an intense expression on your face, daughter, what troubles you?" Aslan's voice soothed over her softly.

Leona looked up from the flames and looked into the golden eyes of her father. "You never told me the reason why you sent me into another realm. It has been a year since I left and I still do not know what I am looking or waiting for." Leona was not known for holding her true intentions back; something she gained from her father.

Aslan was amused by this, "I figured you would have had figured it out by now."

Leona gave her father a dry glance, "Besides keeping me away from the White Witch?" She murmured with an eye roll and momentarily taking in her father's beauty. His mane was glowing brilliantly against the fire's warm glow. She ran a hand through her long, curling locks as she stared up at the sky and leaned fully against her father's side.

"Hmm," Her father rumbled quietly pulling her closer to his mane, so the cold couldn't touch his only cub, "You will see soon, daughter, have faith in me." Was his only response.

Leona sighed instead of groaning; he knew how annoying his cryptic messages were to her, "I wish to return home, father, I want to be at your side fighting against that blasted witch." Leona complained rubbing her temples with her fore fingers. She was a trained warrior not some damsel in distress that needed safe-keeping.

Aslan's amusement only grew at his cub's agitation and impatience, "You will, soon, cub, this quest is one I can only entrust you with. Have some patience with your old man's riddles." He nudged his warm nose against her cheek. Leona knew her father was right; he _always _was. She curled into his fuzzy and warm mane as she ran her slender fingers through it. Doing so gave her great comfort and security.

She _had _missed him terribly over the year he had been gone.

She smiled and giggled, "I just miss being home…I know I can visit as I please but…returning to that realm is a bit bothersome, you know? I wish to stay here all the time but if this helps you, father, then I will bear with it as long as you wish." Leon did love that her father trusted her so, and she knew he sought comfort knowing she was away from the Witch's grasp and somewhere safe.

Aslan was content with her compliance knowing very well just how rebellious his cub could be; something that was attuned to all lions. He gave a warm purr and she hummed back in response before giving out a small yawn, "Will you stay another night or will you leave now?" Leona questioned sleepily.

Aslan flicked his long tail affectionately as his ear twitched, "You are tired," He murmured in his regal and deep voice, "I will stay until the morning, but for now, sleep peacefully, young one." Leona beamed at her father before settling beside him on the grassy ground. His tail curled around her small form and he shifted so that the bitter cold could not reach her. He watched his cub settle and curl against his mane for warmth. Her light golden-brown hair spayed out around her like a golden halo.

Aslan purred once more before lowering his head on his paws and kept watchful eye over his only cub.

In the morning, her father was gone. Leona was wrapped in fur blankets which she assumed her father draped over her. He _was _Aslan King of Narnia. Leone rubbed at her eyes with a sleepy sigh as she sat up. If she wished to make it to the lamp post before the afternoon, she would have to move quickly. She stretched out like a cat and gave a loud sigh of appreciation as her bones popped.

She got on her legs, folded the blankets, and tucked them into the trunk of a tree. Snow was falling gently but the clearing around her remained untouched by the cold drops of ice. Her father's doing, she thought quietly. She strapped her wood-woven bow on her back along with her quiver of bows before moving to her destination. Her mind was at peace, for once, as she moved gracefully and silently against the white land. She knew she stuck out like a sore thumb but she was sure that no one would bother her.

The White Witch knew better then to target Leona.

Hurting Leona was against their written rules and even if the Witch were to try something, Leona was not a novice at the art of war. Leona was a Warrior Princess born regally amidst war, and she could hold her ground against the False Queen.

Leona kept her senses alert and made sure to avoid any of the Witch's heavily populated areas. Despite the Witch not targeting Leona, her followers would try. Leona did not court war or violence but she did love a good challenge. She was a warrior if not a princess.

Leona glided smoothly over the rolling, frozen hills of Narnia with ease until she reached an all too familiar forest and an all too familiar lamp post. She gazed at the landmark intently unsure why such an odd thing would be settled out here in the middle of nowhere. It was one of Narnia's greatest mysteries. The light flickered lazily at her presence and she gave a small huff before aiming to move forward until she heard the sound of hooves moving through the thick snow.

Leona blinked lazily and gave a small grin when the owner's scent filled her enhanced nose. Not even a minute passed when a familiar Faun tumbled into the clearing. He had a bold, red scarf around his neck while he carried an umbrella. His brown, doe eyes fell upon her regal figure and his eyes widened. He stumbled quickly into a bow, "Y-Y-Your Highness! I apologize if I was interrupting something!" He stammered nervously.

Leona blinked kindly at the Faun. She knew of his alliance with Jadis, The False Queen, but it was only for survival and out of fear; like many other Narnians. Leona despised Jadis for the fear she created among Leona's people. "There isn't need to bow, Mr. Tumnus," She gave the Faun a gentle smile, "We've been friends for over a year now," She watched with golden eyes as the Faun straightened himself out with a slight blush, "I would have believed that we were passed all the pleasantries."

She remained rooted to her spot beckoning the Faun closer. Mr. Tumnus shuffled a bit closer but not any closer. The Princess made him feel safe and secure but he felt as if he was unworthy to be her _friend, _because _he _worked for Jadis but, no, the Princess never showed him any ill-will or rudeness. She was undoubtedly kind and gentle; even though her bright, golden eyes always made Mr. Tumnus a bit uncomfortable. She was, after all, Aslan's only cub.

"I apologize, Princess—" Leona gave the Faun a pointed and teasing stare causing the man-goat to stumble quickly over his words, "I-I-I mean, Leona, I apologize but I do not think I am worthy enough to be your friend."

Leona blinked a bit sadly at the Faun, "Because of your alliance with Jadis."

Mr. Tumnus turned his head downwards, "Y-Y-Yes."

Leona tilted her head to the side, "You do it out of survival and fear, as do many others and I would never use that against you, dear friend, and your alliance with her does not lessen the kind person you truly are." Her words were full of warmth and kindness. Mr. Tumnus felt his tummy do a funny flip and a blush was prominent on his pale cheeks.

Leona, pleased by his reaction, gave the Faun a brilliant, warming smile, "I must get going, dear old friend, but may I come by in a few days for some tea? I do _love _your tea." She sighed quietly as her stomach filled with warmth at the mention of Mr. Tumnus and his brilliant tea.

His cheeks were so red that Leona had to resist laughing, "W-W-Why of course, Leona, you know you are welcome at my home, always." He tried his best to ignore the pride he felt when Leona complimented his tea. He knew she favored his tea greatly. At least he could do _some _good.

Leona hummed in appreciation before turning around towards the Lamp post, "I shall see you soon, Mr. Tumnus. May you find peace amidst your morning stroll." She murmured to the Faun.

Mr. Tumnus nodded quickly, "Y-Yes, Leona, thank you, and I bid you a fine morning!" He quickly stumbled over his hooves to get going. He did not want to risk anyone seeing them. He was even lucky that none of the Queen's spies had caught Mr. Tumnus being _friends _with Princess Leona. He counted his lucky stars as he pushed through the thick snow.

Leona waited until Mr. Tumnus was a safe distance away before continuing forward through the path that would lead her back to the other realm. She quickly shed her fur coat, bow, and quiver hiding it in its natural hiding place before moving through the mass of pine trees. Slowly, the prickly branches of the pine tree began to disappear and in its place were furry, expensive coats. Soon, the smell of fresh snow was replaced with the musty scent of dust and wood. Her hands touched the firm, cold wood of the wardrobe before giving a light push to open the large doors.

The empty room greeted her warmly. Light shined from outside reminding her that it was still early in the morning in this realm. Leona gently shut the wooden doors to the wardrobe before she ran her hand through her mass of curls, and pulled her mane of hair into a lazy pony tail. She started moving out of the empty, lonely room intent on finding some breakfast.

Glancing down, she took note that her Narnian clothing had vanished, once again, and in its place were the clothes she had on when she first passed through with a few days ago. She gave a soft sigh deciding it would do her good if she took a warm bath before eating. Surely, she could go on an hour more without food, right?

Leona moved towards her large room. She could hear Mrs. Macready moving about in the kitchens; most likely making breakfast for Leona and the Professor. She closed her door quietly before stripping out her clothing, throwing them in the hamper, and moving towards her bathroom where she drew a hot bath. She soaked in the warm waters for a while, scrubbing at her tanned skin, and washing her golden mane before draining the water. She wrapped a fluffy towel around her damp body before moving towards her closet.

She picked out casual wear, glanced out the window, and decided that the weather was nice enough for a change. Weather out in such rural areas was a bit crazy. She didn't particularly liked the clothing choice of this era. She pulled a warm, white cashmere long-sleeve sweater over her petit form enjoying the way the fabric kissed her skin gently. She moved her stubborn hair out of her face, before wiggling into a high-waist light blue skirt with small white flowers. She moved out of her closet and towards her large dressers and searched for matching knee-high wool socks.

The weather was sunny but Leona had learned by now that just because the sun was out did not mean it was warm by any means. The wind was still a bit nippy. She paired off her look with a pair of brown oxfords before heading out of the room. She hardly bothered with her stubborn mane of hair. She was descending past the grand staircase when Mrs. Macready had spotted her.

"You're usually out and about around this time," The old care-taker did not bother with greetings, "I had gotten worried that you may have been sick due to the sudden change in weather." Yes, the old woman was strict, cold, and at times cruel but Leona always enjoyed her presence. She bared no children, claimed she didn't have the time nor patience for kids, and her husband had died some time ago.

Leona often wondered how the woman could live such a lonely and boring lifestyle.

As a warrior, she was always moving and never keeping in one place for long. Her body was always shifting or her hands always touching or fiddling with something or her right left always bouncing. The only way she could hold still was when she was reading. She _loved _reading especially the stories they had in this realm. They were so bloody amazing and wonderful with so many pages and different genres!

Leona gave Mrs. Macready a small, sheepish grin, "Sorry, I was up a bit late last night reading." Leona _was _telling the truth.

Mrs. Macready nodded stiffly, "I have a bit of news for you," She sniffed indifferently, "The Professor did not want to tell you beforehand, he was worried it would make you uncomfortable, but with the war growing more and more dangerous, they had decided to send out children to the homes in the country for safe-keeping," The old woman _did not _look happy about that, "Professor Kirke had agreed to house children a few weeks ago and now, today, I will be retrieving four children; all siblings."

The news was a bit of a shock for Leona. She knew that this country was in war but had it been so horribly bad that they needed to send children to safety? Leona felt her muscles stiffen. She hoped and prayed that her beautiful land never sought to such extremes.

But the positive side was that Leona needn't be alone in such a large manor anymore. Leona responded with an excited smile, "Really? How exciting but…that must mean more work you, Mrs. Macready, surely you'll accept my offer to help now?" She gave the older woman a charmed grin.

Mrs. Macready narrowed her beady eyes at Leona, "Yes, much more work and more noise as well. You, you are quiet, but with _four _children running amuck," Leona tried her best not to laugh at the shudder the woman gave, "But I will accept your offer. You can help me cook meals," Leona beamed, "If you can, I would like you to get the horses ready after breakfast."

Leona nodded eagerly knowing Mrs. Macready liked whenever Leona showed enthusiasm for doing chores, "I will do so happily!" Leona chirped.

Mrs. Macready nodded before icily shooing her off to the large formal dining room, "Now, off you go, your breakfast is getting cold and I did not spend an hour making it just so you can not eat it." Leona nodded before lazily making her way to the formal dining room. She was a bit disappointed to see that the Professor was not here. He had either already had his food or he pulled another all-nighter in his study.

Still, to this day, Leona had no idea what exactly Professor Kirke _did _all day long in his study but never bothered to ask out of respect. The butler happily gave Leona her breakfast, which she thanked him for, before hurriedly eating her food. She was sure that if Mrs. Macready saw her eating in such a rushed manner, the woman would have a heart attack.

Leona grabbed her plate, went into the large kitchen, and placed the plate into the sink giving it a quick and thorough wash before excitedly heading to tend the horses in the stables.

Leona was pleased, at last, that some life was being brought to the manor. There was only so much entertainment between Professor Kirke, Mrs. Macready, and Narnia. She hoped the children were nice. It would be such a waste if they were rude.

Leona sighed quietly, "I wonder if this has something to do with the quest father gave me." She spoke softly to herself as she readied the white mare.

The mare happily greeted her and pushed its muzzle against her cheek. Leona gave a gentle smile offering the mare a sugar cube, "Do you think so?" She mused.

The beautiful snow-white mare gave a happy snort in reply.

"Hmm, I suppose I will believe you." Leona chuckled softly.

Leona was definitely eager to meet the four siblings. Perhaps, she could show them her home?

* * *

><p><em><strong>I will have some unique plot twist in the story, so, it doesn't get too plain. I don't like following movies so strictly. With Leona, I will have a small separate story line that will come later on in the story. If you were curious as to how Aslan even has a daughter or how she isn't a lioness, that will be explained in the later chapters when the group meets up in Narnia.<strong>_

_**I really hope you enjoyed the first chapter because I have a lot of wonderful ideas for this story!**_

_**Until next time,**_

**_Vanessa c:_**


	2. meeting the new arrivals

Leona was tucked underneath a beautiful tree overlooking the entire manor on a small hill. It was her favorite spot to read whenever the weather was calm enough. A small wool blanket was spread out underneath her and a small lunch box containing a homemade sandwich she personally made. It had been an hour since Mrs. Macready left to retrieve the new residents of the manor. Leona had helped the old caretaker prepare the rooms and such for them and even made sandwiches for them; Leona figured they were probably hungry after their long travels.

Mrs. Macready had taught Leona how to cook and make the food accustomed to this realm. Leona would admit the food was quite tasteful. Leona heard the distant sound of hooves and perked up instantly. She closed her leather-bound book, tucked it in her lap, and turned her attention towards the main road with eager, golden eyes.

A few seconds later, the carriage appeared with a beautiful white mare in the front. Mrs. Macready looked agitated but seemed to be enjoying, at least, the ride. Four children were in the back; two had blonde-brown hair, one had light brown hair, and one had dark brown hair. She couldn't quite see their features. Leona got on her feet and cleaned the area and began making her way towards the back of the manor.

The sun was shining down on her back pleasantly as she walked up the back deck and entered the back mud room. She tucked her blanket away in one of the cabinets before moving along towards the kitchen. She placed her lunch box in its area before continuing on. She could hear Mrs. Macready speaking with the children. "The Professor is unaccustomed to having children in his house, and as such, there are a few rules we need to follow."

Leona leisurely walked into the foyer behind the group of four children. There were two girls and two boys. Leona didn't announce her presence just yet and curiously eyed all four children as Mrs. Macready droned on strictly with her set of rules. The oldest, it seemed, was a boy her age with blonde-brown hair done handsomely and paired with cerulean blue eyes. The next sibling was a girl with cascading, light brown hair curled tightly over her shoulders and she was paired off gracefully with lighter blue-green eyes.

The two younger kids were just a few years apart. The boy had paler face and seemed shrewd in a way; a lot more then his other siblings. He had the darkest brown—almost black hair adorned with dark almond brown eyes. In the back with her older brother was a small, gentle girl with short light brown-blonde hair and light brown eyes.

They were all turned away from her as they listened to Mrs. Macready's long list of rules. The older girl was reaching to out one of the vases on the grand staircase when Mrs. Macready snapped harshly at her, "_**No**_, touching of the historical artifacts and above all," The old caretaker moved towards the door of the Professor's door, "There shall be no distubrin' of the Professor."

Mrs. Macready turned and saw Leona at the bottom of the staircase and lightened up a bit, "I also will introduce the Professor's only niece," Mrs. Macready moved stiffly through the four children who were now craning their heads to look at Leona, "She resides her as well."

Leona saw their interested and curious looks and gave them a lazy but charmed smile, "Hi, I'm Leona. I hope you enjoy your time here."

The two girls looked happy that there was another girl in the manor. The younger boy didn't look charmed at all, in fact, he looked annoyed with Leona's presence now. The older boy was staring at Leona with wide eyes as if he had never seen such a girl before.

And Peter _had _never seen such a pretty—no, beautiful girl before, not even back home. She was lithe, petit, and held this odd air about her—an aura of power and elegance. Her eyes were a bright, molten color of gold reminding him of the sunsets back home. Her golden-brown hair adorned her face and shoulders like the mane of a lion, untamed and wild. He swallowed thickly thinking that maybe this place wouldn't be _so bad. _

Leona turned to Mrs. Macready, "I can show them around if you like, Mrs. Macready, I'm sure you'll want to get dinner started soon."

Mrs. Macready couldn't have agreed any faster. "Dinner will be served in two hours. Leona will show you to your rooms. Be polite to her unless you wish to face punishment." The old caretaker glared at the new arrivals before giving Leona a softer, thankful look and disappeared into the back doors.

"Sorry about her," Leona turned to the four siblings, "She can be a bit unfriendly but she'll lighten up." Leona explained with a bounce in her step as she beckoned them to follow her, "Besides, she won't actually make you sleep in the stables." She grinned at the youngest and added in a whisper to her, "I think."

The youngest girl giggled, "You're so pretty!" She awed brightly and blushed, "I'm Lucy." She added a bit shyly.

Leona beamed down at Lucy, "Such a beautiful name, it fits you very well."

Lucy stuck to Leona's side up the stairs; already in love with their newest house-mate. "And your names?" Leona glanced behind her to the other three siblings. Peter stumbled over his words, "I-I'm Peter and this is Susan and Edmund. We're from Finchley." Leona nodded thoughtfully.

"You are a very long way from home," Leona murmured quietly knowing how they felt but at least, she was able to visit her home, "But!" She perked up, "Hopefully, you can make this your home away from home, I know I have." Leona gives a lazy grin before showing them their rooms. "Susan, Lucy, I hope you don't mind sharing. Peter, Edmund same goes for the both of you." Leona said a bit sheepishly.

"No, I think we prefer it that way." Susan answers quietly, "Thank you, by the way."

Leona blinked kindly at the younger girl, "What for?"

"For showing us to our rooms, I don't think I could stand Mrs. Macready another second." Susan admitted a bit quietly.

Peter snorted, "I thought she was ready to cut your hand off earlier." He joked.

Edmund was the only one who _wasn't _amused. "She's old and brash but she's a good person." Leona informed them before perking up, "Come on, I'll show you the rest of the house! There is so much to see. It might get boring especially when the weather gets a bit…stubborn but I'm sure we can keep each other entertained, right?"

Lucy nodded her little head, "We can play games!"

Leona gasped and nodded along with Lucy, "Yes, so many games! Right on, Lucy!" Lucy puffed her chest out happily. Susan managed a small smile. Peter was happy that Leona was making the large transition easier for his baby sister.

So, with the Pevensies' in tow, Leona showed them the rest of the house. For now, she avoided showing them the room that housed the magical wardrobe. "Well, I suppose you'll want to get settled in. Dinner should be ready soon." Leona led them back to their rooms, "Freshen up, relax, and if you need anything my room is right down the hall, first door on your right."

"Thank you again, Leona." Susan smiled a bit more friendly at the older girl.

"Yeah, I can't wait to play games tomorrow!" Lucy gasped holding tightly on Leona's arm.

"I can't wait either, Lucy!" Leona cooed at the youngest girl.

"Come on, I'm exhausted!" Edmund whined rudely from behind Peter and Susan. Edmund didn't know why they fawning over the weird girl. Edmund didn't like her. She was _weird. _She walked like she was better then the rest of them. She had weird eyes too. Peter shot him a dark look before looking Leona apologetically.

"I'm sorry about him—"

Leona shook her head, "No need to apologize, Peter, he is right. Go and rest up. I'll come retrieve you when dinner is ready." Leona gave a kind smile before excusing herself to go help Mrs. Macready in the kitchens.

"Well done, Ed." Peter muttered.

Edmund shot his older brother a glare, "She's weird."

Lucy kindly defended her new friend, "She's not weird! She was so polite and friendly! I liked her!"

Susan added her two-cents in, "What's weird about her, Ed? She was nothing but nice to us." All three children gazed at the annoyed Edmund.

Edmund scoffed, "Her eyes are weird and why is _she _so nice to us?"

Peter decided he had enough of Edmund bad-talking Leona, "Ed, shut it. Susan's right, Leona's been nothing but kind to us; even saved us from Mrs. Macready. We shouldn't be judging her because of her eyes."

"I thought they were pretty." Lucy mumbled fiddling with her small bag.

"They _were_," Susan stated, "Edmund's just grumpy from the train ride. It's been a hard day on all of us. Let's just settle in, fresh up, and get ready for dinner."

The four siblings spilt into two groups and moved into their new bedrooms.

Dinner was an interesting affair. The Professor was locked up in his study, again. Mrs. Macready usually ate with Leona whenever the Professor didn't come down for dinner, but with the new arrivals along, Mrs. Macready took her food and ate peacefully in the back deck. Leona tried her best to engage conversation but it seemed none of the Pevensies' were up for it. Edmund kept to himself, again. Lucy was a ray of sunshine with her kind, beaming smiles. Susan remarked about things that Leona had no idea about. Peter simply listened, added his input, and tried his very best not to stare at Leona.

It was hard though. It seemed everything drew Peter to look at her. Her mane of hair, her liquid gold eyes, and most of all, and his favorite, were her dazzling and elegant smiles.

It was only when their food was vacant on their plates, and they were laughing about a joke Lucy was telling when Peter gathered the courage to ask Leona questions. "So, Leona," Peter drawled lazily gaining her attention.

"Yes, Peter?" Leona's eyes sparkled in the dim lighting of the room.

Peter felt his stomach clench strangely and he began to bounce his leg nervously, "What brings you to your Uncle's manor?" Peter hoped the question wasn't too personal.

Leona blinked patiently at the oldest Pevensie sibling and automatically told them the story that both her and Professor Kirke came up with almost a year ago, "Um, well," She rubbed the back of her neck, "My mother had passed away when I was very small, she was murdered—"

Lucy and Susan gasped.

Edmund's head shot up to look at the weird girl, wide-eyed.

"I am so sorry for asking, Leona!" Peter blurted out feeling like a complete idiot now.

"That's so horrible!" Lucy cried out looking glassy-eyed.

Well, it was somewhat the truth. Leona shifted uncomfortably. Her mother had been murdered by someone and that someone had been Jadis, the False Queen. Leona's heart of gold clenched painfully at the memory but managed a pained smile, "It's quite alright," Leona murmured quietly as she clenched her hands in her lap, "I was a baby when it happened, so, of course I don't remember anything. I think I prefer it that way."

"How did your mother die?" Edmund questioned.

Peter glared at his younger brother and pinched his arm. Edmund gave out a sharp yelp and glared back at his older brother, "What was that for?!"

"You idiot, why would you ask such a thing?" Peter snapped, angry.

Susan shook her head, "Seriously, Ed, that was so rude."

"It's fine," Leona tried to butt in and save the younger boy from his older sibling's wrath, "Honestly, he's just curious. It's only natural, isn't it?" Leona gave a small smile.

Peter and Susan didn't look too pleased with Edmund but let it go. Leona turned her attention onto the shrewd boy, "My father never told me." And it was the truth. Aslan _hated _speaking about his mate's death and hated Jadis even more for it. The only thing that Leona knew was that Jadis had killed her mother, and that was _it. _

"Really?" Edmund frowned in disbelief and bit disappointed. Just when things were about to get interesting too!

Leona nodded before continuing on with answering Peter's question, "My father has been traveling for some time. I've been for a year, now, I think, anyway it's the reason why I am here with my Uncle." Leona grinned and gave a light shrug, "Not quite exciting, eh?" She giggled lightly.

"We're sorry for asking such a—"

Leona gave Susan a pointed stare, "It's fine, really. I don't mind speaking about since we _are _going to be spending some time together." Leona shrugged lightly before jumping on her feet; "It's late," Leona hadn't realized they had taken so long to notice the time. They had been all so emerged in their conversations to notice. "I bet you're all tired," Leona began to collect the plates with the help of the others, "I can clean here, and you all can get settled in for the night. The first night is always the hardest." Leona spoke gently tucking strands of her stubborn hair behind her ears. The butler helped her pick up the plates and silverware.

"Are you sure? We can help, if you like." Lucy looked eager to spend as much time as possible with Leona.

Leona reached over and patted Lucy on the head, "You are such a dear, Lucy, but Marvin and I will take it from here. You've all had a long day today. Rest up for all the games we are going to play tomorrow." Leona cooed quietly.

The youngest Pevensie beamed up at Leona, "Okay!" Lucy chirped scrambling to her older siblings' side.

"The family of four bid Leona goodnight before heading up to their rooms. They wouldn't admit it but they were _dead _on their feet and eager to get to bed; they were ready to end this day already. Leona helped Marvin wash, dry, and put away the dishes before bounding up to the Professor's room. There was a dim light glowing from underneath the heavy, wooden door. Leona complemented whether or not to disturb the Professor but decided that since had been stuck in his study for almost two days that she'd leave him alone.

He was probably doing something important anyway.

Leona walked towards her room and was surprised to find Peter and Edmund gone from their room. The door was wide open, too. She peeked into the next room to find all four siblings gathered in the girls' room. Edmund sulking while Susan and Peter tucked Lucy in. She looked scared and her eyes looked a bit red.

Leona felt her heart reach out for the young girl.

Leona, embarrassingly, would admit to crying as well when she first spent a night in this realm.

Lucy sniffled, "The sheets feel scratchy." She mumbled lowly.

Susan gave her a soft look, "Wars don't last forever, Lucy. We'll be home soon." Susan reassured her younger sister and tucked Lucy in more tightly so she wouldn't be cold.

"If home's still there." Edmund grumbled as Leona peeked into the room.

"Isn't time _you _were in bed?" Susan didn't appreciate Edmund's negative attitude and snapped at him.

Ed glared at her before mumbling, "Yes, mom."

Peter gave his brother a fierce glare, "_Ed!" _

Edmund passed by Leona grumbling under his breath. Leona watched him go. She had never met such a moody boy before in her life. Well, she hardly met any here and even in Narnia. Aslan always keep them on the move and away from their people. So, maybe, that wasn't saying much at the moment but it was true. That boy seemed angry all the time.

"Leona," Susan perked up at the sight of their new friend, "Look, Lu, Leona's here."

Lucy perked up almost instantly, "Are you here to say goodnight?" Lucy asked with wide eyes.

Peter chuckled and Leona smiled along with Susan. Leona glided swiftly over to Lucy's bed. Lucy felt her worries and fear melt away almost instantly. "Yes, I am. Don't be scared, Lucy, things always have a funny way of working out. You'll be home very soon with your mother, okay? For now, just enjoy that you and your siblings are safe and okay. I am sure that your mother is as well, and happy that you are all in a warm bed." Leona did feel it was her reasonability to look after the Pevensies'. Especially Lucy.

Lucy, looking more reassured, nodded, "O-Okay."

Leona ruffled her hair before bidding them goodnight. Peter followed along. Both standing closely in the hallway. "Thanks for that," Peter stuffed his hands in the pockets of his pajama bottoms, "I think it's been hardest on her."

Leona shook her head, "Lucy is young enough that she'll get over it within a few days, Peter, the one who is having a very hard time with this situation is your brother, Edmund."

Peter looked at the pretty girl, surprised, "Really? I thought Ed would've been fine with all of this."

Leona shrugged, "Honestly, I don't know anything about you all but I am very good at reading people and their behavior. I might be wrong," Leona was _never _wrong, "But try to be a bit more patient with him, okay?"

Peter frowned but nodded, "I'll try," He mumbled before giving Leona a small smile, "Good night, Leona."

Leona didn't know why but she liked the sound of her name rolling off his lips, "Good night, Peter." She murmured in a soft voice.

Peter didn't know why but he liked the sound of his names falling off of her lips.

The would-be king and the princess went their separate ways with smiles on their faces; eager to see what the next day brought them.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Thank you for all those who followed or Favorited. It means a lot to me. I hope you enjoyed the short update. I am eager to get the Pevensies' into Narnia. I have an idea on how I am going to play that out. I will mention though...the whole time being frozen thing with the Pevensies' will be different this story. Time will move in the real world until Leona joins them in Narnia.<em>**

**_Just a bit of a heads up. _**

**_Sorry for any errors you might have seen._**

**_Until next time,_**

**_Vanessa c:_**


	3. hide-and-seek gone wrong

Early in the morning, Leona had set out to read underneath her favorite tree. Mrs. Macready had greeted her in the kitchens with a small snack. Leona liked that Mrs. Macready was kind to her; the same couldn't be said for the new arrivals. Leona was sure she had a few hours of reading time before the others woke up. She was also sure that Lucy was going to be eager to play as well.

So, an hour later with Leona tucked under her tree…it began to rain. Not gentle little sprinkles either. Leona looked up feeling thick drops of water fall on her face. She sighed before pulling her book under her blanket to keep it safe from the water. Leona was debating whether or not to enjoy the sudden shower of water, but knew that Mrs. Macready would scold her for trekking mad through the mansion.

Leona opted with lazily walking through the pouring raindrops without much haste. Her wild hair was soaked by the time she reached the back doors, and waiting was Mrs. Macready with a firm frown and a towel.

"Tsk," Mrs. Macready clicked her tongue in annoyance, "How you simply _love _playing out in the rain," Leona grinned sheepishly as Mrs. Macready draped the towel over her shoulders and took her blanket and book, "How you do not get sick is beyond me, now, take your shoes off and head upstairs to change. I _do not _want to see any drops of water." A firm glare was given for warning.

Leona laughed and nodded before hurrying along up the stairs but just as she was rounding the corner near the Professor's office, she stumbled into Peter. "Whoa!" Peter quickly caught her before she could stumble over her own feet. Leona blushed and gave a nervous grin.

"Sorry," She apologized a bit shyly while rubbing the towel on her damp hair, "I wasn't paying any attention."

Peter frowned as he caught her wet appearance, "Were…were you out in the rain?" Peter questioned although it was a bit obvious.

Leona felt her cheeks heating up, "I was reading!" She blurted out, "Erm, under my favorite tree…and it began to rain…and I kind of…like playing in the rain, as childish as it sounds." Leona gave a soft eye roll knowing how much her father would tease her about it.

Peter couldn't help but to admire the golden-haired girl. Most girls acted too mature for their age for Peter's liking. Peter _liked _how Leona wasn't afraid to be a bit childish. "Well," Peter pursed his lips, "You should go on before you catch a cold." Peter gently pressed his hand to the small of her back urging her to continue her journey back to her room.

Leona couldn't ignore the flurry of butterflies that fluttered in her stomach before shooting Peter a smile and hurrying off. Leona made it to her room and changed into a comfortable outfit seeing that she would be staying indoors now. She wondered how Lucy would react upon seeing the shower of rain outside. She supposed they would have to make up indoor games to keep Lucy occupied.

There was a knock at her door about fifteen minutes later. "Come in!" Leona called out as she attempted to tame her wild curls.

It was Susan and Lucy.

And boy, did Lucy look very crest-fallen about the rain, but the little girl did brighten up when she saw Leona. Leona grinned as Lucy ran over to her vanity, "Mornin' Leona!" Lucy chirped seeming to have forgotten all about the rain. Susan took a seat on Leona's bed and smiled in greeting as well.

"Morning, Lucy! Susan!" Leona smiled brightly setting down her brush and turned her attention to her two new friends, "How was your first night here? Not that bad I hope?"

Susan smugly looked at Lucy who was blushing and shifting on her feet, "No, it wasn't. In fact, I slept like a baby." Lucy mumbled shyly.

Leona grinned charmingly, "I told you, didn't I?" She playfully nudged the small girl.

Lucy pouted playfully but grins back, "We were sent to retrieve you!" She advises cutely.

"Yes, breakfast is ready." Susan softly spoke taking an interest in the paintings that were shoved into the corner of the room, "Did…did you paint these, Leona?" Susan couldn't hide the surprise from her voice. The paintings were absolutely beautiful. There were of a snowy land…it seemed very magical. There were quite a few of a fierce lion and of a majestic castle by the sea.

"Whoa!" Lucy gasped rushing over to gawk at the paintings.

Neither sister could ignore the familiarity of these landscapes…they felt familiar. Susan pondered this deeply and tried desperately to figure out why these places looked familiar. Perhaps from a book?

"I did." Leona couldn't help but to be prideful.

Arts were one of Leona's excellent talents. Aslan always encouraged her to paint or draw. It was a better outlet then war, in his opinion. "These are breath-taking!" Lucy took a keen interest in the several paintings of the giant lion.

Leona got up and smiled softly, "Thank you. That means a lot to me."

"What is taking you girls so long?" Peter appeared in the doorway with a playful scowl.

Edmund was trailing behind with a _real _scowl. "Peter! Look at Leona's paintings! Aren't they so beautiful?" Lucy rushed over to her older brother, grabbed the sleeve of his jumper, and pulled him towards the paintings. Leona leaned against the pillar of her bed-frame and watched with amusement as Peter's eyes widen at the sight of the paintings.

"Whoa, those are…brilliant." Peter managed to say feeling his heart tug with familiarity of the paintings. _Where had he seen such a place? _He thought to himself unaware that his three siblings felt exactly the same.

Edmund, for once, wasn't scowling or looking shrewd. His dark eyes were wide with wonder as he looked at each painting. "These are…amazing." Leona heard Edmund mutter under his breath. She felt her chest swell with pride.

"Were you taught?" Susan asked glancing over at the quiet girl.

Leona shook her head, "No, it is one of my natural talents. Father always encouraged me to paint." It was evident to hear the fondness Leona held for her father.

But Susan and Peter took note that none of the paintings were of her parents…despite how much she obviously cared for her parents…why didn't she paint them? Edmund, like always, was quick to ask without much thought as to the emotional pain it would bring Leona. "Why don't you have any of your parents?"

Peter smacked the back of his head with a glare, "Ed."

Susan tsked in disapproval, "How many times do we have to remind you, to be polite?"

Edmund glared angrily at his older siblings before snapping, "You were all thinking it!"

Leona cleared her throat to gain their attention and answered in a soft voice, "I think we should hurry before Mrs. Macready comes looking for us." Peter and Susan shot Edmund angry glares as Lucy latched onto Leona's arm.

All five children hurried along to breakfast. Peter threw one last glance at Leona's paintings before shutting her door.

_Why were those paintings so familiar to him? Especially the lion?_

**_break_**

After breakfast, Leona had stayed to help Marvin, the butler, wash the dishes while the others rushed up to the library to find something to do. The rain showed no signs of stopping anytime soon which bummed Lucy out.

"The Professor has been in his study for three nights now," Marvin spoke in his deep voice as he dried the dishes, "I perhaps wonder if you know why, young Leona?"

Leona blinked and shrugged lightly, "I intended to go into his study last night but decided against it. Perhaps, tonight I will wander in and see what our master is up too." Leona giggled and Marvin smiled gently.

"I see the oldest sibling has taken quite a liking to you." A mischievous tone was in the old man's voice.

Leona blushed and ducked her head down, "You're insane, old man." A small quirk of a smile was on her face.

Marvin gave a large grin, "So, it seems you have taken a liking to him, as well. How _very _interesting."

"Marvin!" Leona whined knowing very well that the old man had a knack for playing match maker every time they were guests in the house and they were Leona's age!

Marvin innocently looked down at her, "What? An old man can't have some fun? He is very handsome and polite." He smirked slightly.

Leona glared, "Do I have to tell Mrs. Macready who _really _sneaks sweet tarts late in the night?" Leona playfully threatened.

Marvin gave no signs of being fazed from her threat, "I have no idea what you speak of, child." He casually stated.

"Perhaps I should go tell Mrs. Macready…" Leona trailed off with a wicked grin.

Marvin knew very well that Leona would tell that old witch, too. He had to decide what was worth it; his sweet tarts or his love for meddling into Leona's love life.

He chose his sweet tarts.

Leona marched up the stairs with a wide, victorious grin. She heard muttering deep within the Professor's study and had the urge to go in once more but decided it could wait for a few more hours. She was making her lazy way towards the library where she could hear Susan speaking.

"Gastrovascular."

There was only silence. Leona could hear the sounds of metal carving into wood. When Leona entered the small library, she was amused to find Peter slumped in boredom in one of the chairs, Edmund underneath another, and Lucy staring longingly out the window. Susan had a dictionary in her lap.

"Com on, Peter," Susan urged, "Gastrovascular."

Leona was confused. _What sort of game is this? Is it even a game? _Leona pondered in bewilderment.

Peter groaned, "Is it Latin?"

Susan glanced down and perked up, "Yes!"

Leona moved silently into the room. Peter watched the pretty girl move gracefully across the room forgetting he was meant to answer Susan's ridiculous question. Leona took a seat beside Susan and peered over into the dictionary curiously.

"Is it Latin for," Edmund spoke up, "For _worst game ever invented?_" A snicker and giggle coming from Peter and Lucy.

Leona chuckled softly as Susan glared at her siblings, "Well, what else did you have in mind?" Susan replied hotly slamming the large book shut.

"We could play hide and seek." Leona suggested with a smile.

Lucy gasped and shot up from her seat, "Yes! Let's play hide and seek!" Excitement gleaming in her gentle eyes.

Peter smiled but drawled on sarcastically, "But we're already having _so much fun._"

Susan sent him a flat look not appreciating his sarcasm.

Lucy turned on the charm and used her puppy dog eyes on her older brother, "Come on, Peter, please? Pretty Please?" She even jutted out her lower lip.

Leona watched with a small laugh watching Peter's face soften considerably before, "One, two, three, four…"

Susan and Leona exchanged grins as Edmund groaned. Lucy gasped and all four children were up and looking for places to hide. Leona had an advantage because she knew _all the best hiding places. _She grasped Susan's hand and grinned, "Follow me if you want to win."

Susan grinned back before both girls ran down the hall towards where the statues of the knights stood proudly in one of the remote hallways in the back of the house. "Brilliant, Leona." Susan whispered as both girls shimmied behind the large statues hearing Peter's voice echo through the house.

"Twenty-four, twenty-five, twenty-five, twenty-six…"

Leona could hear Edmund and Lucy bickering about a hiding place before Leona heard Lucy's light footsteps moving towards the room…with the wardrobe. "Do you think he'll find us?" Susan whispered gaining Leona's attention.

Leona snorted, "No way. It took me ages to find this spot."

Suddenly, Leona felt her heart tug. Leona gasped softly, her hand going over her heart. Her body felt warm and her heart was beating at a rapid pace. The scent of magic lingered in the air. "Are you alright?" Susan worried with furrowed eyebrows hearing her gasp.

Leona exhaled shakily. _Was this a summoning? _She wondered and shook her head. _No, this wasn't a summoning, what was this? _Leona wondered straining her ears towards the room with the wardrobe, trying to catch Lucy's heartbeat or breathing but found none.

It wasn't a second later before, her heart gave another tug and the scent of magic was gone.

Peter was just finishing counting when Lucy's loud voice echoed throughout the house, "It's all right! I'm back! I'm all right!"

"What is she doing?" Susan mumbled hearing Peter's heavy footsteps going into the direction of Lucy's voice.

"We better go see." Leona murmured quietly eager to find out what had just happened.

_Did Lucy cross over into Narnia? _Leona wondered, _No, it's impossible! _Leona and Susan made haste towards the voices of Peter, Edmund, and Lucy.

"You know, I'm not sure you two have quite got the idea of this game." Peter remarked sarcastically.

"Weren't you wondering where I was?" Lucy demanded, shocked.

Edmund's snide remarked came afterwards, "That's the point, Lucy, that was why he was _seeking _you."

Susan and Leona joined the small trio, "Does that mean we win?" Susan chirped with a grin.

Peter glanced at them, "I don't think Lucy wants to play anymore."

Leona was staring at Lucy intently. She took a subtle whiff of the air and froze. _Why did she smell like Mr. Tumnus?_ Leona could catch the scent of his wonderful tea in Lucy's breath. Her eyes widen in shock. _She __**did **__cross over into Narnia! _Leona's mind raced with shock as Lucy looked up at them in confusion.

"I've been gone for hours." Lucy stated.

Leona rooted in her spot as the four siblings wondered up towards the wardrobe room. None had caught the frozen expression on Leona's face. Leona's breathing caught as her mind fought to work out how it was possible for Lucy…a _human _to cross into Narnia.

Then it hit Leona, like a centaur body-slamming her. _The prophecy! _Her mind shrieked loudly as her eyes tripled in size. _Father sent me here to wait for the flesh of Adam and Eve! They were the end to the horrible winter in her home! _Leona's body jolted with electricity and excitement.

Leona scrambled hurriedly towards the wardrobe room finding all four siblings in the middle of the room. All eyes were on Lucy. "But I wasn't imagining!" Lucy cried out in desperation. Leona felt her heart go out the youngest Pevensie.

Susan strictly scolded Lucy, "That's _enough_, Lucy." Disapproval clear on her face.

Edmund piped up, "Well, I believe you."

Lucy's face lightened up and Leona knew instantly what was going to come from that boy's mouth, "You do?" Lucy hopefully asked.

Edmund nodded, "Yeah, of course. Didn't I tell you about the field in the cupboards?" He sneered with a mocking laugh making Lucy's face fallen with sadness.

Peter glares at his younger brother and snaps, "Will you just stop?" Younger and older brother locked fiery gazes, "You just have to make everything worse don't you?"

Edmund's face turned red in anger, "It was just a joke!" He seethes.

Peter seethes back, "When are you going to learn to grow up?"

Edmund snarled, "Shut up! You think you're dad but you're _not!" _The young boy stormed out and bumped Peter's side on his way out.

Susan glared dryly at Peter, "Well, that was _nicely _handled." She praised sarcastically before turning to go after her fuming younger brother.

"But," Lucy's voice was small, "It really was there."

Peter gave her a firm look, "Susan's right, Lucy, that's enough." Lucy's gentle, hazel eyes were now watery before Leona's slender arms wrapped around the small girls' frame, and brought her into side. Lucy sniffled and cried, burying her cold face against Leona's warm side. Peter regretted looking into Leona's not-so-pleased expression.

It was obvious she wasn't happy with the way this situation was handled.

Peter's mouth was now dry.

Leona felt angry towards Peter, Susan, and Edmund but knew that everything would fall into place on its own. Leona's dismissed the quiet Peter as she turned her attention onto the crying Lucy. Leona gently stroked her cold, soft hair, "There, there…" Leona was keen on asking Lucy just what exactly happened while she was in Narnia. If anyone else caught her and Mr. Tumnus…it would give the False Queen an advantage.

Leona gently guided Lucy out of the room leaving Peter alone with the wardrobe.

Peter watched with a heavy heart unsure what he was meant to do. He knew he hadn't handled any of that correctly, but what was he meant to do? Believe in Lucy's wild imagination? Peter sighed and rubbed his temples. Perhaps, he should have. At least that way his siblings wouldn't be mad at him…and Leona.

Peter glanced at the wardrobe, shook his head, and walked down the few steps to reach the door before closing it. He had no idea where Leona had taken Lucy but knew it was better to let the older girl handle his weeping, little sister. Susan was usually a bit too harsh and blunt whenever Lucy cried and needed comforting.

Leona had Lucy sitting on one of the high stools in the kitchens. A mug of hot chocolate was in her tiny hands while Leona was leaned over the island, eager to hear Lucy's adventure. "So, Lucy, tell me what happened." Leona urged softly.

Lucy's puffy eyes snapped up to lock onto Leona's golden ones, "Y-You believed me?" Lucy stammered, shocked.

Lucy's heart swelled with happiness! "Of course, I do." Leona murmured quietly not quite ready to give up why she believed her, "You wouldn't make such a thing up. Now, tell me about your adventure." Leona urged with a gentle smile.

Lucy gasped and eagerly told Leona of her adventure in a winter wonderland unknown of the bigger plan taking place.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Thank you so much for the follows, Favorites, and reviews! They definitely made my day :D! I hope you enjoy this chapter. It's a bit rushed in the beginning, sorry! I tried my best to make it a bit different and the same old boring dialogue but it's kinda hard because it's rather important, ahah.<em>**

**_But, how was that? I hope it wasn't too boring. The moment someone steps into Narnia...Leona's heart will tug. When all four siblings are in Narnia, time will not stop because Leona remains in the real world, and time will continue until Leona is in Narnia. If that makes any sense. I think I just confused myself LOL. _**

**_JUST READ THE NEXT CHAPTER (Whenever I post it.)_**

**_Until next time, _**

**_Vanessa XD_**


End file.
